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vulsed every hour by traffic more portentous
than the midnight gallop of Mr. Thurtell's
gig-
Some of the near suburbs have suffered much
less change than those which were, thirty years
ago, on the edge. Those districts near the
bridges reached their ultimate development in
the seventies, and enterprise left them alone
and went seeking for other fields. There are
corners of Clapham, for example, which are
to-{lay as I knew them in childhood; the Old
Town, and The Pavement and The Triangle;
and Carpenter's, the confectioners, still display
each Christmas their gigantic cake, which was
one of the Christmas sights of Clapham in my
youngest childhood. Highgate Village, and its
Grove and Pond Square are little changed. The
Borough High Street has moved scarcely at all
from my earliest recollection of it; it is still a
dishevelled thoroughfare of miscellaneous shops,
warehouses, and old inn-yards serving as rail-
way receiving offices. And Drury Lane, though
in the fastnesses o^ central London, has known
little development, save at the Strand end.
While Kensington High Street would be almost
unrecognisable by one who last saw it in Jubilee
year, Notting Hill has scarcely changed its face,
and all the difference that Adam Wayne, its
Napoleon, would note is an increase of traffic.
East Croydon Junction is now an urban station,